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yet... least of all with you.. . ." They were divided from
each other and frozen, every communication suspended,
and in each mind was the thought, known to the other,
that, though divided, they were bound as they had never
been in the past, secretly dependent as prisoners are who
in their solitudes tap and tap on the separating wail
One morning, when he came to the Castle, he brought
Ramsdell with him, and, after luncheon, Julie walked a
little ahead of the others towards the boat-house with
Ramsdell at her side.
"Have you come back to the cottage for good?" she
asked.
"For as long as I am wanted."
"Lewis asked you to come?.. . I'm glad. It's good that
we should have you there."
"We?"
"Lewis and I," and she put her arm in his.
They crossed the little bridge between the lakes and
stood in silence on the opposite bank> looking across the
water to the island and the tower.
"What is it you are trying to say?" she asked.
"Things that can't be said."
"But to me?"
He put his hand on hers for a moment; then, breaking
the touch, said:
"It's harder than you know, Julie. You see, though it
doesn't affect you one way or the other, I'm an interested
party. But we can forget that or try to.... If I talk to you,
I shall say things I don't want to say. You had better talk
to me if I'm to be of any use. What do you want me to
do?"
"Look after Lewis."
"And what of you?"
"That's my own battle," she said. "You can't help me.
You can help him. He's doing no work?"
"Not to any purpose. I have tried to make him come
away."
"Away from Enkendaal?" There was fear in her tone.
"Away from you. Even more—away from your hus-

